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NA 


My boyfriend is going to dump me. It's just a matter of time now. He barely looks at me anymore. Never 
wants to sleep with me. Never lets me give him affection anymore. He falls asleep on the couch and stays 
there all night. | know why. He doesn't find me attractive anymore. | hit thirty and yep, it's all downhill from 


here. 


| didn't tell anybody where | was going. | didn't tell anybody what had been happening for the last few weeks. 
And | could no longer ignore it. | couldn't see shit anymore. l'm thirty years old and | need glasses. I'm a fucking 
thrash metal god and | need glasses. | may as well be seventy years old and in a rocking chair. Junior's gonna 


laugh his ass off and then he's gonna dump me on mine. | hope | can get contacts, too, at least. 


So | pulled into the parking lot of the mall where there was a I hour optical. The optometrist did a quick chart 
test and then dilated my eyes for a proper exam. After that, | waited for results of exam in the lobby area. 
The store was long and narrow, with showcases of glasses along one wall. There was a long, blue bench lining 

the opposite wall, which was covered in mirrors. | looked at the bench. There was one spot left, between a fat 


man who was panting just from sitting and a woman with her disgusting, bratty kid. | decided to go outside for 


a cigarette. 

Glasses. Dave fucking Mustaine in glasses. | know, | know. This is the 90s, it's no big deal. And contacts, | can 
wear contacts, too. But | just turned thirty and here | am going blind. What's next, a hearing aid because of all 
the loud music? Grey hair, wrinkles? A limp dick? Junior'd definitely leave my ass then. Not that it matters, 
it's been weeks since the last time he's even seen my dick and even then, it was just because | came out of 


the shower and wandered into the bedroom when he was getting dressed. 


| sighed and tossed the butt into the parking lot and then turned and headed back inside. After | picked out two 
pairs of wire frames, | asked about contacts and was given a package of trial lenses and all the cleaning 


solutions and drops to go with them. 


Now | had to wait an hour for them to fit the frames with lenses. | wandered through the record store, 
bought Junior the new Van Halen CD and then returned outside for another smoke. 


It was after three o'clock when | got home and | found Junior in our little makeshift practice room. We found 
this house together last year, after we finally had a little bit of money to move out of the apartment. It was 
a small two story within the city limits but it was ours and we were happy here. For the most part. 

"Heyl" He immediately stood to greet me. 


"Hey." | replied. "Got you the new Van Halen. You mentioned it the other day so." | handed the CD to him. 


He took it and put it down. "Where you been? You left before | woke up." Then he gave me a suspicious stare. 
"Is everything okay?" 


"Junior." | began, suddenly at a loss for words. "Um, come and sit down, | need to tell you something." | turned 


to the couch in the corner and sat down. 
"Dave, what's going on?" He remained standing in the middle of the room. 
"Please, babe. | need to tell you something." 


| reached a hand out and | could tell he was reluctant but he took it. | pulled him toward me and sat him down 


beside me. The concern on his face made my breath catch. Maybe he did still care about me. 
"Dave, what is it? What's happened? Please, just tell me." 


"Um, well.here." | pulled a case from my pocket and opened it. Without looking at David, | held my breath and 
slipped a pair of gold, wire-framed glasses on. Only then did | dare look up. 


"Wait..you..got.glasses?" David said slowly. He scowled as he took my face in both hands and looked closely. 


| watched his eyes as they traveled from my own eyes to the glasses themselves, down to my mouth, 
presumably, and then up into my hair. He was quiet as he looked me over and my heart was beating a mile a 
minute. He was going to hate them. He was going to make fun of me for being old. 

"Go on. Just say it. | look ridiculous in them and I'm getting old" | mumbled, trying to pull away from him. 

But David held my face firmly and the last thing | saw before he attacked me was the grin on his lips. Then he 
was in my lap, pushing me against the back of the couch, straddling my thighs. His tongue pushed its way past 
my lips and his kiss was deep. 

"Junior!" 

"You look really fucking hot with glasses. Kiss me, you idiot!" 

"You're serious?" | pulled back to look at his face. My fingers pressed into his hips. 

He leaned over me, his hair falling around us. His hands were still gripping my face when he smiled and nodded. 
A look of surprise flashed across his face when | slid my hands around his ass and squeezed. He rocked against 
me and | could feel him growing hard. He kissed me again as his fingers slid from my cheeks and into my hair. | 
loved him so much and learned to love him more for, not only accepting me as | grew older, but seemingly 
adoring me for growing older. 

| brought my hands to the button on his jeans but he grunted and moved them away. 


"Like this." Was all he said as he kept on grinding his pelvis against me. 


Junior moved his hands to the back of the couch on either side of my head and he leaned back. | watched him 


and he rode me, the whole time he never took his eyes off of mine. 


"Damn, | never thought you could get any hotter but fuck me, those glasses!" He was breathless now, panting 


every word. 

And | had to admit, it was doing it for me. | could feel my own erection achingly trapped in my pants. | tried to 
shift underneath him, give myself a little relief, but he abruptly leaned against me, wrapping one hand around 
the back of my neck, under my hair. His head fell to my shoulder and his mouth found my ear. 


"Fuck, Junior!" | gasped in surprise when | felt his tongue ride up the outer shell of my ear and then dip behind 
it to the arm of my glasses. 


"One of these days, you're gonna let me come on your glasses.” He hissed. 


My body shuddered at the thought. His body thrust and gyrated against me, his panting hitting my ear in 


warm breaths. 


"Gonna come now." He groaned softly. 
His pelvis rocked back and forth with total abandon. His voice grew louder and louder, until he was howling my 


name with his head thrown back. He drew up and pressed himself against my chest and, with a shuddering 
breath, he reached his climax. 


wun 


In the evening, after a shower, | was reading in bed when Junior slowly wandered into the bedroom with a grin 


on his face. 
"Hi" He murmured as he climbed onto the bed. 


| know that look and that murmur. | was far too familiar with it. Returning his smile, | greeted him in a simple 


"hi" as well. 


He stretched out on his stomach, laying sideways on the bed, hands already roaming along my legs. "What are 


you reading?" 

‘It's a really interesting book called, ‘Why my vision loss turns my boyfriend on so much." 

"| bet | know how it ends." He giggled and jumped up off the bed and into our bathroom. 

Junior came out with a hairbrush in his hands and climbed onto the bed again. | smiled and, without us needing 
to exchange another word, | moved forward on the bed so that he could slide in behind me. Immediately, he 


went to work, brushing my damp hair out. 


"Go on, you know you want to, baby." He whispered as he dragged the brush through my long, red curls. "l'm 


gonna braid it for you and then you're gonna let me come on those glasses." 


"Fuck me, Junior. Keep talking dirty." With a sigh, | slid my hand into my shorts and ran my palm along my 


awakening cock 


He continued brushing while | jerked myself off. | could tell when he decided he wanted a look. The brush would 
still for a moment and | could feel his chin on my shoulder. He eventually decided my hair was brushed out 


enough for then | felt his fingers working deftly to separate it and braid it. 


"Don't stop, baby. It feels so fucking good" | groaned, my fist furiously pumping my dick. | sped up, knowing he 
was almost to the end of my hair. 
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around the end of my braid. 


"Come around here and swallow it" 

And he did. He slid off the bed and grabbed my knees, pulling me around so that my feet were flat on the 
floor and he was between them. His head was back and his eyes were closed, mouth wide open. Fuck, all | 
needed to see was that and the ball of white hot energy in the pit of my stomach exploded. | leaned forward 
with one hand on his forehead and the other around my cock. | laid the head right on his tongue and shot my 
come into his mouth. 

"Goddamn, Junior!" as | watched him swallow my load. 

When | tried to lay back on the bed, however, he caught my wrist and said, "My turn’ 

"You had a turn earlier!" 

‘| want another turn!" He giggled as he stood up and quickly pulled off his clothes. 

| allowed him to slide a hand around the back of my neck and pull my face closer. With his other hand around 
his cock, he offered it to me. My hands circled his hips and | willingly held my mouth open, waiting for him to 
push himself into it. 


"Look at me, you sexy little slut” He growled. 


Fuck me, when he talked like that, it turned me on so much. | tilted my head slightly and gazed up at his 


beautiful face. His big, hazel-colored doe eyes peered down at me as he smiled. 


| eagerly sucked on his cock, taking it deep in my throat, using one hand to massage his balls and the other in 
the small of his back, pressing him closer. He rocked back and forth, fucking my mouth. 


Because he came once already today, | knew this time would last longer for him but | didn't care. I'd suck him 
off every night for a year if it made him happy with me. It didn't matter if my neck started to ache or if my 
jaw hurt. Junior loved me and didn't care if | was getting older. So | let him fuck my mouth, let him tug on 
that braid, let him push me onto my back and straddle my shoulders. 


Let him push the head of his cock against the lens of my glasses and spill his white, pearly come all over it. 


From that moment on, | wore my glasses proudly and without a single reservation about what they said about 


me. Because my boyfriend loved them and thought | was the hottest fucking thing going. 


And he lets me know that every night. 


